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given in the public library dictionary, included the element of
voluptuous sensuality in the killing of tyrants. To catch the vibra-
tion of this element Mr. Toller would have to have looked up
other, more modern words; words which, it is quite certain,
would have been to him totally unintelligible.
"Six o'clock Solly Lew do open up," remarked Betsy now,
pulling down her bonnet into a respectable position. "I reckon
it be near five, Mr. Toller. Us better be moving!"
She rose to her feet as she spoke and extinguished the gutter-
ing candle, leaving them with no light at all but that which
descended from the wind-shaken, cloud-bespattered firmament.
This extinguishing of that little yellow pyramid of fire took on
a grandiose significance from the austere and deliberate manner
in which she did it. It was just as if she were washing her sor-
ceress-hands in that small flame; washing them clean of all fur-
ther association with such a chicken-hearted "tyrannicide" as
Finn Toller.
Thus, when they emerged from St. Michael's Tower, and be-
gan to descend the Tor, without having spoken one single definite
woard, Mad Bet allowed Finn Toller to feel himself to be a
cowardly, effeminate, unreliable, untrustworthy traitor!
It was a melancholy proof of how remorseless a tyrant Eros
is, that Mad Bet should have descended Tor Hill without one
grateful word to her devoted servant! The invisible Watchers
of that Glastonbury Divine Comedy must have recognised some-
thing curiously unfair in the fact that while the madwoman had
this devouring passion for John, Finn Toller had no blinding,
drugging, heart-hardening obsession wherewith to armour him-
self against misfortune. His pale freckled face and straggly beard
drooped together under those windy stars, and his arms and legs
moved like those of an automaton, as he wearily followed that
forget-me-not bonnet and fluttering shawl.
He resembled a -scarecrow that this crazy love-bewitched crea-
ture had compelled by her incantations to follow her, up that
hill. He did not pity himself; he did not say to himself: "Women's
ingratitude is like the ingratitude of the Arch-Fiend!" He only
thought to himself again and again: "Her wants me to kill that
gal what lives wi* old Miss Drew; but I never yet have killed no